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Daydreaming 


The first time | saw them live was 1986, a bit after it started becoming harder to notice the difference 
between the truth and things my mind made up for me. Maiden stuck out among everything else I'd heard 
before, mostly because of their subjects, their sound and the high, strong voice of the gorgeous singer. | liked 
stories and stories made into songs. They were different enough from reality that while they played | wasn't 
the only one who sometimes spoke of things that could have not happened. 


Schizophrenia was the hardest thing my father gave to me. The best was a ticket to see Maiden live. It was 
his way of showing love (and guilt, maybe). Upon receiving it, | hugged and thanked him. That they were my 
favorite band was one of the few things he was sure about when it came to me. He wasn't a big fan, but 
believed I'd grow out of it as time passed, and was supportive of me pursuing a music career since in his 
experience art was what got teens away from drugs and crime. His name was Ferruccio. | never needed to 
pronounce it. My mother Cora loved rock, but didn't find it easy to get into anything heavier than Sabbath. 
She, however, did like that | was into heavy metal (or just ‘heavy’ as she called it), maybe it symbolized a sort 
of rebellious spirit that she thought | got from her in particular. 


The show was an occasion in which my father didn't comment on my choice of clothing. The talk he gave me 


was rather about how drugs could make my condition worse, which I'd heard a couple of times from him 


before. It was severe enough for me to understand his constant emphasis. The last thing | did at home that 
night was taking my vest and kissing him on the cheek as another ‘thank you', something he always appeared 
unprepared for. It was a leather vest, slightly too big for me. 


Community ties, if that's what you could call them, were something | hoped to build with that show in some 
way. At school people seemed to mysteriously find out | was schizophrenic before they met me. My best 
friend Melissa was not that much into heavy metal, she was a rather ‘underground’ girl, and | understood that 
she was saving up to see some band called Bauhaus live. This meant | went by myself to the show, and was 


somewhat intimidated by groups of people who all seemed to already know each other. 


Melissa had started some banter about Bruce Dickinson looking like a girl, and | sometimes softly pushed my 


fist on her shoulder to mimic a punch, once laughed shortly when she mentioned he yelled like a girl too. 
"Something something Robert Smith wears lipstick" | replied that time. 


Caught Somewhere In Time ended up being the first song | ever saw them perform live. Bruce smiled at the 
audience when he appeared onstage, kept jumping from one side to the other throughout the song as he did 
with others after that. His chest was partly uncovered. It made me wonder whether he was aware of his own 
sex appeal, and somewhat suspected it because of the way he shook his head while singing, showing off his 
hair. | wasn't thinking much on this while the actual show was going on, since | was too focused on them all 
playing besides him singing. It wasn't difficult to sing along throughout all of it, although | started to feel how 
my voice left me as it went on Whenever Bruce did something remarkable | screamed. His singing itself was 
remarkable. He constantly raised his arm and held the mic with his other hand as he sung the endings of some 
verses. Eventually his fringe got damp with sweat. His skin started shining with it too. At some point he went 
to Dave or Steve for them to look at each other briefly. It was one of Bruce's first performances for the 
tour, so he still acted like he was loving every second of it. | always felt he loved being on stage and having all 


or most eyes on him. 


Somewhere In Time had almost no credited songwriting from Bruce, but it was still among my favorites back 
then. Revelations was a song | really would've loved to hear him sing, though. It gave the feeling of a romantic 
song, although | knew the lyrics had a completely different context. It was the closest they had to a love song 


aside from the much more unflattering Acacia and Charlotte. 


| wasn't at the very front, but | was only a couple of meters away from Bruce, or so it seemed, so he made 
eye contact a couple of times. Being honest, | was so hungry for his attention that | would've removed my bra 
and thrown it to him if my parents couldn't have noticed my lack of it coming back. However, it ended up being 


unnecessary. 


Perhaps | was attacked by sexual thoughts that the atmosphere had made easier for me, because | ended up 
getting away with something | tried but didn't think | would succeed at. | waited until almost everyone was 
gone, and took a minute in which it seemed security were minding their business. | had convinced myself | was 


reckless enough to cross to backstage. 


"Girls like you are sure desperate, aren't they?" he asked with a somewhat annoyed tone. 

He smiled, though, and made no effort to stop me. Either he was told to let in girls if they were attractive 
(and he counted me as one) or he didn't take his job seriously enough to do more than commenting on my 
blatant lack of concern about what ‘kind of girl | looked like. 

When | did go backstage, it wasn't a surprise to find a handful of girls just as desperate as me. The shock 
came from the sight of the guys spread on a couple of couches. Some were signing LPs, and even though | 
wanted to say hi to all the members, | noticed that Bruce wasn't being approached by any girls yet, so | went 
directly towards him. Unfortunately, the words that came out when | had my body in front of him were: 

"| love you so much, Bruce." 

At this he reacted by standing up slowly while he smiled somewhat. 

"That's nice, love." 

He then started walking out of the room and towards a door, and made a hand gesture for me to follow him. 
"Wait, Bruce" | said, then whispered "I'm. | just wanted to see you.” 

"Huh?" he replied, then smiled and kept talking "Come here, stop playing around.” 

| wasn't going to do any of that. | just wanted to tell you that I'm a big fan" 

"0h?" he said "You are?" 

Unsure if what | heard was sarcastic, | went on as he sat down again. 

'| love your stuff. Revelations, Powerslave, Flash of the Blade." | said "And your voice is so beautiful." 

He smiled and let his back rest on the wall. 

"Hmm." 

| was only able to endure a couple more seconds of silence. After those, | jumped to hug him from the neck 
For a moment his face touched mine, and my chest touched his too. Although | understood that there was a 
line he wouldn't cross, a part of me wanted to turn him on. Instead, he removed me. Not by force, but he 
touched my shoulder and moved me to one side. 


"You're a cute girl" he simply said. 


| expected it, but it hurt me in a way that he didn't see me in a sexual way even though | rejected sex with 


him. It did seem contradictory, however, that he later commented on a woman's legs, and | noticed him 


touching them as | left. Even more contradictory was that it was unpleasant for me to see. 
Before that, he still sat in front of me and smiled. Asked me to sit too. 
"Do you like singing the stuff written before you were in Maiden?" | asked him. 


| had heard a variation of this being asked to him before, but | felt pressure to do more with my opportunity 
than stare and fantasize. 


"Yeah, | like that, of course." he said "But the best they've made happens to be what they've done since | 


arrived." 
| smiled to him, feeling some heat on my face. His fringe was dry again, and framed his eyes. 
"| think Revelations is the best off Piece of Mind" | told him "I wish it'd been part of the setlist." 


He scratched his face for a second and stared at me. This meant also looking at my body for a fraction of a 
second. That made me try to imagine myself through his perspective. | wondered if he disliked my outfit. 


"Well, we've done so much already." he said "Also, Steve and Adrian write great stuff too." 

| wasn't sure if he was being modest or just wanting to talk honestly (and in a cold way for my taste). 

"Yes, of course | love those songs too. | love everything you guys have made." | said to him. 

Maybe this line seemed childish and simple, because his last touch was pinching my cheek softly as he said: 
"You should be going home." 

| understood | probably seemed less adult to someone his age, although it was funny that | didn't seem that 
young until | said | wouldn't have sex. This made me think he might have immediately considered me a prudish 
virgin, an obvious opposite to the image I'd given to security. The blunt rejection made me also bluntly leave. | 
couldn't help biting my lower lip before saying: 

It was so amazing to see you" | told him, still showing my devotion as if I'd needed to at that point. 

| tried to concentrate mostly on the thought and feel of his touch, and imagine more passionate ones, as | 
went home. The only pleasant images in my mind were the ones | played for myself. Almost everything that 
came involuntarily was a grim threat, a shadow on the corner of my vision or a face that barely seemed 
human, and the sounds were voices that spoke of my worth. The lack of it. This reality landed back on me 


when | arrived home. | hugged my parents and thanked them again, then my father went back to his place, 
maybe feeling freed from all responsibilities. Scared that they'd be convinced I'd slept with him, | didn't tell 


them about meeting Bruce. | simply took my fresh memories and buried fantasies with me to the bedroom, 


and my fingers to help me. 


Restless 


When | woke up a certain day it was because the light coming from the window bothered me. | wasn't in school 
anymore, but even during vacations | didn't get much sleep. This was one of the few times | didn't wake up 
having a sort of panic attack. 

By this time | had gotten into making my own music. My supposed first album would be about schizophrenia 
What | think most pain came from was the fact | couldn't tell people these things about me, so instead | 
decided to write about them as if the intention was making it even more public. Sometimes when | fantasized 
about Bruce, | imagined telling him about my horrible hallucinations and his reaction just being pulling me closer 
for a kiss and whispering that he wouldn't let anything bad happen to me. 


Reality was that | was moving to London to hopefully start my music career. Although it was a lengthy 
process, the part that | remember the most of was a conversation | had at the airport. It was at the lounge. 
Since it was somewhat lonely at that hour, | apparently was the only person who at that very moment 
recognized a guy in the distance who carried a guitar in its case. After looking twice, | realized it was Adrian 
without a doubt. He was dressed differently from my image of him expected, he also wore nothing on his 
forehead and his mullet was very pronounced. As soon as | started almost running towards him, trying to be 
silent, he turned to look at me. | didn't expect him even a bit to recognize me just from those few moments of 


looking at him after a concert two years ago, and he didn't. 

"Adrian" | said, and quickly thought of what else to say "l'm a big fan of you guys. Maiden" 

"Oh" he said, and turned to look around "Great." 

His sudden deep breath made him seem as sleepy as | felt, although just seeing him woke me up. It almost 
appeared he was clueless about what to say, like | was. | wanted to have his signature somewhere, but the 
only thing | had with me that was Maiden-related was a folded up poster of Bruce himself. Having figured out 
that | would regret not doing it, | asked for his signature and handed it to him, still folded. | searched for a 
marker in my bag. He, of course, unfolded it. 


"Huh" he said, smiling "He's your favorite?" 


Clearly he didn't expect a real answer, so | just covered my face to conceal my sudden blushing, and when he 


gave it back signed, | held the paper to my chest: 

"Thank you" | told him. 

| guess he didn't have much else to do, because he kept the conversation going 
"Girls like Bruce a lot" he told me. 


It didn't sound like complaining to me, and in general he didn't come off as someone who particularly wanted 


attention, which | have to admit is what Bruce seems like at times. 


"Yeah, | have a lot of competition" | said. As soon as | pronounced the last word, it worried me that he'd think | 
was being serious, but based on his reply he didn't take it that way. 


"You've spoken to him, anyway?" he asked, maybe in a mocking but friendly way. 

| saw you guys live two years ago, | was backstage with you after." 

"You were?" he asked, then replied to himself with "Whats your name? He might find the name familiar.” 
"| doubt it" | said, trying to smile to him. 

"Ah, it happens." he told me "Sometimes we randomly mention the names of girls we've been with." 


"Oh no, we didn't.. And | didn't even tell him my name, really." | said, somewhat embarrassed to admit that | 


forgot something so commonly done. 

"Damn." he said, almost laughing “Sounds difficult." 

| smiled back as comfortably as | could 

"So what is your name?" he asked again. 

"Rita Caruso." | told him. | wanted to mention | had started making my own music, but | ended up scared of him 
disliking the very simple sort of music | made, especially with visceral lyrics instead of classic poems or lyrics 


about history. 


"You know" he said "I could give you his post box address. He had it closed for a while, said too many fans 


‘overwhelmed: him or whatever." 


"He opened it again?" | asked him. | could already feel my heart beating much faster only from the thought of 
being able to send him a letter when it seemed few people did. 


"Yeah, he broke up with his last girlfriend and | guess he's all lonely and wants someone to talk about how 
‘perfect he is." He said, changing his intonation to seem sarcastic with the last part. 


"Well, l'm just the person for that" | rushed to say, maybe looking desperate. 
"He doesn't want too many letters, though." he said, last thing before he gave me the address. 


| wondered if he disliked Bruce's ex-girlfriend since he was willing to introduce him to the first girl who liked 


him, almost by force. But this was a benefit for me, and if he seemed bothered by it | would stop. Before 


saying goodbye, | told Adrian about how much | loved Somewhere In Time. He said he was proud of being such 
a big part of it, and that their new one for 1988 would be even better. This was a beautiful thought that kept 
itself in my head as | boarded the plane. 


Living in London made it easier to see bands | loved live, this was the biggest advantage in my daily life. A 
disadvantage | didn't expect was people finding me unfriendly. I'd started working at a nail salon, and kept quiet 
with clients unless they wanted to make conversation and it became interesting, and eventually my co-worker 
told me that if she could offer constructive criticism, | came off somewhat cold. This made me wonder if my 
lyrics also seemed unfriendly. | realized they were bitter, among other things. Instead of changing them, | 
decided to make the music match it better. Maybe highlighting it would purge those ‘bad parts out of me. 


The night | started my letter to Bruce | didn't feel especially poetic. Because of how much | wanted it to be 
sent as quickly as possible, | didn't think of a good way to start it and it seemed some of my more unexpected 


thoughts bled into it. 


"Hi Bruce. 

Now that | live alone, | feel like | need protection. I'm scared of the dark sometimes, and sometimes when | walk 
through the streets at night and a man walks behind me, | fear he'll try to follow me home. Like now, I've been 
staring at my door as if | waited for a strange man to walk inside and just stare. I'm scared in general of 


anything, this is why | don't like the night. ! prefer to think of calming thoughts like you. 


| doubt you remember me, but | met you two years ago. | went to a Maiden show and | was let backstage. You 
might have had this experience before and l'm not sure if you'll distinguish me, but | forgot to tell you my 
name so I'd have to describe it anyway so you have a chance of knowing who | am. | told you | loved you first 
thing, then you wanted me to follow you inside a room but | didn't want to do what you wanted, | guess. | told 
you of how | loved Revelations and all songs you wrote, then you told me about how the others also wrote 
great songs. | left a bit after this. Not sure if its too much to even send you this, because l'm not sure if 
you were actually okay with fans doing this, but since | had the opportunity | wanted to use it. Also you called 


me a ‘cute girl', which the more | think about the more of a true compliment it seems. 


Yours truly, 


Rita Caruso.” 


Wandering Star 


One of five songs I'd written for Sleepless was about Bruce. It wasn't a love song, instead it was about how | 
relied on fantasies to feel satisfied with my life. They'd just come out with Seventh Son of A Seventh Son, 
which | still think is their best album. At this time | studied literature, mainly because | didn't see a career in 
music being something | could live from for the time being. From studying it, | started seeing that what was 
written always had things hidden, and that sometimes the way things are presented is more relevant than 
what is otherwise said. Sometimes these lectures made me think of the letter I'd sent to Bruce. | most likely 
had given a very off impression. | said he made me feel safe, but it was weird and borderline creepy 
considering | didn't really know him and it implied | imagined things about him that made me feel safe. However, 
he had probably received so many letters with all a very obvious intention like that, that he might have not 
noticed the especially bad way | worded mine. Also, maybe he knew all these teen girls didn't have bad 
intentions and were just acting out of their fantasies. Although nothing written on my letter explicitly stated | 
wanted to get a relationship out of sending it, there was the implication of having sent the letter itself, and 
then mentioning in an indirect way that | was ‘cute’. And maybe those things that weren't said were the 


loudest. 


Melissa acted like she was worried about my future and wanted me to study literature, but | knew she was 
for the idea of Bruce being with me. | knew this because of the way she teased me about him being short and 
hairy, both of which | loved and he was proud of. We both knew it was very unlikely for him to notice me 
again beyond sending a letter back, if that. 


One day we were happily proven wrong. The letter was sent to my address. He either had bad handwriting or 
was in a rush to finish it, from the looks of it. | touched and even kissed the paper, thinking of his fingers on 
it. This was after | read it, because | of course couldn't wait. It read: 


"Dear Ms. Caruso: 

| don't remember much of the night you mention, but | do remember meeting a couple of girls after the show. 
Were you the one | slept with? | would love to have a picture if you can send one, maybe I'll recognize you. 
Don't worry about sending letters, | just didn't want to have so many | couldn't respond to them all. Adrian told 
me he'd given a girl my postal address and that she'd met me before. 

By this time our new album will probably be already out, have you listened to it? | hope you liked it, it's always 


nice to know women love heavy metal too. | want to read more about you. Take care. -Bruce D." 


It took some work to ignore the implication he had sex with someone else that same night right after | left, 
even though | had no reason to expect otherwise, but | rushed to write a response at night, after class. | 
decided to leave out any mention of that night again, to not make him think | was the girl he'd slept with in 
case he remembered her well. | somewhat feared this would make him think | was lying about having met him 
before, but | had to also consider he probably didn't have that much time to be thinking about small stuff like 
that. After finding a picture | already had of myself, and making sure it was what | wanted him to see of me, | 
attached it to the paper on which | had written It was a picture of me standing in front of a stream with a 
bridge, from a time we visited far relatives in Italy. | didn't have something more city-like so | decided to use 


it at the risk of seeming like | lived in the middle of nowhere. To lessen the image, | went out of my way to 


mention where | lived. 


"Dear Bruce: 

I'm glad to know you're okay with the letters. | know the first one sent was a bit strange, | guess | wasn't 
thinking too much about what | wrote. Yes, I've listened to Seventh Son and loved it. | think it's your best yet. | 
especially love The Evil That Men Do and Moonchild (| love your scream at the beginning of that one). 


Well, I'm 19 years old, I'm studying literature here in London and also have made some music. | don't have a 
band or anything, they're just songs about my life and such. What about you? What do you usually do when 
you're not busy? | know you like fencing, you don't have lots of time for it though, do you? 


| hope to hear from you again soon! -Rita" 


The way my hand trembled as | wrote certain parts made it obvious when | was getting nervous through my 
handwriting. After | prepared it to be sent, | stood up in front of the mirror, not enough to start getting 


bothered by my boxier appearance with pajamas on. 


| later noticed | was leaving out the biggest problem | struggled with at the time. Of course, an illness like that 
was stigmatized and | feared our communication would end with a letter in which | mentioned schizophrenia. | 
was lucky that the first paragraph of my first letter wasn't weird enough to stop him from replying. Only 
people who had known me for a long time knew about it, even if | didn't directly tell them. The friends I'd made 
through shows | had decided to not tell yet, and it was a blessing that they didn't seem to know any of my 
classmates. In fact, | felt the most comfortable with either Melissa or my friends with music taste similar to 
mine, and | found a lot of respect from this last group. | often went out for drinks with them, and they asked 
things about me and | was always truthful aside from that detail 


It took months until | heard from Bruce again. | had already gotten those thoughts out of my mind for the 
most part. However, once | got the next letter it became what kept me awake even when | had already sent a 
reply. My semester was about to end, and | got his letter saying that he did usually not have a lot of 
opportunity to do whatever he wanted, but that he'd have more free time for the next months, and that 
maybe we could see each other. He didn't comment on the picture | sent, but | imagined that the invite was 


the way he would express approval of it. 


This event proved to be more problematic than | had expected it through fantasizing. What | mean is that now 
that | had it almost assured that | would meet Bruce Dickinson again, things were likely to go wrong. Maybe | 
would say something rude without thinking, or embarrass myself in some other way. | could have some sort of 
panic attack when meeting him and have him see me as a walking trouble. | knew | could resist the urge to hug 
or kiss him, because | would be scared of him in a way, but | couldn't know whether this fear would work 
against me. My decision was to fake some degree of confidence, just enough to avoid scaring him away or 


being so shy | bored him. 


Pedestal 


It was Wednesday when the time came. Only deciding on my outfit took me about two hours. It was the endless 
‘attractive but don't look like you're trying’ thing. | had no idea what his preferences were, I'd never had the 
opportunity to see some interview where he was asked some variation of ‘What kind of women are you into? 
and it made me more uncertain. | chose a short black dress. It covered my arms and cleavage, so | wore heels 
with it. | went downstairs to see my mom. A couple creases | noticed between her brows told me she was 


worried, but still she said: 


"| know this is important for you." she was sitting on the sofa, where she'd been resting since I'd started 
getting ready "I just want you to know there's nothing more important than your safety.” 


‘Of course, mom." | said, knowing | couldn't think of anything that would make her feel more comfortable with 


the idea "I'll be alright. I've always wanted to meet him" 

"Have fun" she then said as | started opening the door to get out. 
"Thanks." | replied "Oh and. you won't tell dad about this, will you?" 
"None of his business." she said and smiled. 


The closer | got to the cafe, the dirtier | felt. My heart was full of sin, as was my body. Or so the voice said. 
Melissa had told me some joke about me wanting to suck his cock as soon as | saw him. | tried to take it as 
the joke it was, or a fuel for fantasy. But the voice picked up on this and knew it was what hurt me. The voice 
said | was a whore, and that | wouldn't be able to stop myself from turning him away by placing my hand on 
his crotch or something like that. | wasn't late, but rushed. Finally | somewhat calmed down as | saw the 
entrance. Maybe the voice would stop as soon as he appeared, but for a while it kept bothering me. | 
whispered my own name to remind myself | was still in my own body and could use it at will. After some 
minutes of standing there, | worried | had been making the whole thing up in my head, but it was a feeling 
different from when | knew | was imagining things. Generally | could tell when things were real or not. | had to 


discuss it with myself. Fortunately, | didn't have much time to do that. 
"Miss Caruso?" 


He was about a meter away from me. His hair was slightly shorter now, down his shoulders but not to the 
waist. This time | could notice that he was shorter than me, or appeared to be if | considered my heels. I'd 
been picturing him with the red spandex, but he wore jeans and a denim vest over a white shirt. Something 
that I'd never had an issue noticing was how his face was angular and masculine, but soft and friendly too. His 
eyes removed all sin from my body just by looking at it. That was the beautiful thing. The scary thing was the 
two seconds after | had taken them to have that quick look at him. The fact that his eyes were fixated on me 


for those moments made a crack in the confidence | had thought of faking. 


"Bruce" | was able to say. | wanted to get a bit further from him to calm myself down, but | was worried Id 


look as if | had rejected him (or make me appear too shy) so | instead got a step closer "Hi. 


"Hello" he replied, smiling. The volume of his voice making me realize | had been very quiet with mine "I don't 


see the need to blush!" 


He gestured with his hands towards the entrance. | found it difficult to turn my back on him physically. Maybe 
there was something wrong with the back of my dress that | hadn't noticed, or my hair was messed up from 
an angle | couldn't see. | felt him start to walk behind me. Immediately after getting inside, there were stairs to 
get down. It was a big, pretty bar rather than a cafe. Dark, of course, since there could be no windows. That 
made me horny as if it meant we'd start making out in a dark corner. Or it was the combination of being 
anxious and excited. Although he wasn't touching me, even my hand, he walked beside me and that was enough 
to fuel any fantasy. My heart beat so hard | didn't need to touch my chest to notice. | kept breathing in and 


out slowly to ‘calm myself down’ and avoid some symptom from coming out. 

"So you live in London?" he asked as we seated, since | wasn't brave enough to say anything. 
"Around here, yeah." | told him, understanding | was using a soft voice. "Do you not?" 

"Yeah, | used to live near it" he said. 


This made me think of his ex-girlfriend immediately. | figured he wasn't about to mention it. As | thought of 
what to say, he asked something else: 


"How old did you say you were?" 
‘lm 19. You're." | calculated in my mind, not realizing it could be seen like | was a bit too into him "29 right?" 
"Yeah" he said, and crossed his arms “You're pretty young." 


That was where | didn't know where to go. Was | too young? It was the same issue from the first time all 


over again. 


"Well, yeah" | just said. Since | didn't want the whole thing to be repeated, | acted without thinking. My shoe's 
toe grazed his ankle. | wanted an intensity so lacking that he'd doubt whether I'd really done that or that had 
just been his imagination He didn't fall for it. 


"You want a beer, sweetheart?" | wasn't English enough to distinguish between a sarcastic question and a flirty 


one, but | knew there was something going on. 


"Yes" | said, in a meeker way than | would have preferred. | ended up picking precisely the same as what he did, 
just trusting his judgement. | also tried chips with some sorta sauce on them. Easy to eat without making a 
mess and also have a subtle phallic shape. In retrospect, my decisions have often been based on really strange 


and minor things, but | digress. 


"You know, your face does seem familiar to me. Like someone | would have seen after a show." he said once we 


both had a bottle in our hands. 


This was too much for me to handle and still react in a moderate way. | started drinking. | must admit | hadn't 
drank before, and the intense bitter taste caught me off-guard even though it was exactly what | expected. | 
could only try to pass it off as me being surprised by him recognizing me (or pretending to). 


"Oh, aw, uh" | got to say "Yeah, maybe | was a bit too enthusiastic about it. About how much | love Maiden, | 


mean.” 


It got me horny when he smiled to me. It was just the thought that he was a real person whose heart was 
beating and who was constantly breathing, like | was. We were the same species. Maybe people aren't as 
different from each other as we pretend to think. In any case, this was the main thought that got me excited, 
Together with the fact this man was sitting in front of me. My wetness was easy to trigger, then, and | 
worried my mind would confuse it for stress and give me some more voices to hear. It hadn't happened before 
from that, but | could feel all ingredients of a mix of emotions that | surprised myself by being able to keep 
hidden from him (or so it seemed, judging from his reactions to me. The most shocking thing so far had been 
my age). Also, I'd been told by professionals before to not ‘abuse alcohol’, although this time | was just drinking 
a bit. 


"That's quite nice." he said to me, and got his body closer to mine on the table by leaning forward, then loudly 


whispering "Fans are what make it all worth it" 


At this point | felt he was playing with me because he could tell how this all affected me. It wasn't fair he had 


so much power over me. 
"Do you think | could meet the other guys at some point?" | asked, maybe too confident: 


"| don't know, maybe after we know each other a bit more." he just said "Speaking of which, you told me you 


loved Seventh Son?" 


The response was strange to me. | explained it to myself with the thought that maybe he didn't want them to 
think we were dating if he didn't have those plans, but the wilder side of me always threw her opinion in and 
said that he'd be jealous if the other guys paid too much attention to me. It was a conclusion that | knew was 
irrational yet insisted on keeping in the back of my mind. 


"Oh yes, | love every single song from it. Its so perfect." | said, once again showing all my devotion, and risking 


looking impressionable and therefore young. 


"Yeah, it's also my favorite one we've made." he said, and started banging softly on the table like drumming, 


while looking at me with a half-smile "We put a lot of passion into it, I'm sure you can tell." 


‘Oh yeah, | love how the songs sound after each other. It's so beautiful, lim so glad l'm getting to meet you, 


Bruce." | said. 

He full-smiled again. This took me back to that dreamy state where | questioned whether I'd wake up covered 
in tears of happiness (strange coming from me anyway) or it was all real and | was as close to realizing my 
fantasies as | was to ruining the whole thing with a faux pas. His smile gave me comfort, though. 

"So" he started, placing his palms on the table "What are your songs about?" 

This reminded me that they were mostly either about him, my opinions on somewhat controversial topics, or 
schizophrenia. | had nothing to grab for. His face was expectant, and it gave me the illusion (maybe based on 
reality) that he was sincere about his expressed interest in the topic. 

"Well, they're about things that are. important to me." 

"Yeah, thats how it tends to be." he pointed out. | chuckled a bit in response to the slight sarcasm. 

We spoke for about half an hour more, which felt closer to a few minutes to me. In the dark, his face was 
somewhat hidden but his eyes and teeth could stand out. | wondered when he planned to touch me back, at 
least in the subtlest of ways. This thought was concluded just before we parted ways. He first asked me for 


my number, and | gave it to him, reminding myself to be home as much as possible in case he called. 


| don't have lots of free time" he said "We might not see each other in a few days, but I'll call you when we 


can 
"Alright, thank you, Br- um, sir?" | said and smiled to show | didn't know as much as | should 
"My name is Bruce, yes." he told me, seeming like he tried to not laugh “And you're Rita" 
"Yes" | could just say as a response. 


At this point we were already outside the bar and he'd asked me how he thought our date went. He did call it 
a date. 


| was so nervous." | said "But it was so great. | can't believe | met the vocalist of my favorite band" 


‘And nothing bad happened’ | added in my head. | knew | would eventually have to mention the schizophrenia 
thing, but | wasn't about to scare him off from the beginning. 


"| liked your company too." he told me "You're a nice, pretty girl." 


Then he took my hand and stroked it slightly with his thumb "Please take care of yourself. See you later.” 


"Yes, thank you. See you." is what | got to say before he was a bit too far from me and had let go of my 
hand. 


And my tone was meek again. He'd made me so weak with that touch. A part of me was convinced he did it on 
purpose because he was flattered by girls being so turned on by him, especially his fans. However, | knew that 


me being so into him was my own fault and | needed to calm myself down to get on with life again 


